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6. Watts. The MacmUlan Con.pa&y
LIKK its predecessors, this new

est offering by Mm. Wat
i* a largely planned, roomy

fcffa r. She believes in beginning at

iae foundation.and it must be a

.road, so'id piece of honest masonry
before *he raises the superatruc-

ture; nor dot ? she follow the anaJory
modern Fteel rramc fkj^mpfr,

wnk-u sometimes appears to com¬

plete iys upper floors before filling
ifl the skeleton. Tin- wails of her
house rise «ea«biy, in due order,
without eccentricities. It is a fash¬
ion nowadays & little uncommon,
but it is a sound method One sus-

I « cis too. ihat t!<«- resulting cdificc
'® Vfr-T likely to far outlast some

showier, hastier constructions. Nor
is there anything at all stodgy- or

lii-AVy about it -tLc lines of it are
beautiful. harmonious, satisfying.
There are. indeed. very few living
w riters of fiction in English whose
artistry is as fine as hers.

Ir. this case she does not go as

deeply inio her liero's ancestry as in
some of her earlier studies, but we

get fairly full length portraits of bis
i-arents. especially the mother, of his
brothers and sister, an important
Cade John, ar.d. in general, the sur¬

roundings of his boyhood. Cleve-.
more fuilv. Crovcr Cleveland Harrod

Is a sport from a very ordinary,
nice, intelligent but stuffily "bour¬
geois" family, in a middle sized Ohio
1 dy- The boy has aspiration* and
mote taar. a touch of genius. At the
very outset we meet one of the
Subtlest passages in the book, in the
fine insight ot Mrs. Walls's analysis
of the boy, the "budding genius/'
and of his mother's well meant but
Pitifully inept tampering with his
psychic ins ides. Cleve naturally took
himself very seriously. "Youth,"
says Mrs. Watts, 'lacks the two
main easements ot We.a sense of
tiumor and the spirit of compromise
.fortunately, for otherwise how
e.>«jd \outh. which does everything.
«lo anything?" 1-oor Cleve--most of
the rest of tue story deals with l is
;>aiiful acquirement of the necessary
' spirit of compromise," to his u:ti- .

mate ticstruction.his enforced bow-
i'Tg down in the House of itimmon.

'

It is a profoundly itk lancholy
look, yet not altogether depressing.
The pessimism of its main lines is
rot unrelieved. Tin re are correc¬

tives, and although the hue of the
whole is somber it is not a despair-
i ig book. Cleve'a career ends in a |
spiritual wreckage, hut even so. one I
l eed not despair ot him or feel thati
the evil conditions to which he falls
a vict/m are rnecessarily inc urable or

rtrnucfn*. And there is George
Tarvey, ti,e cook and sokiier, who
»9 a useful «iiuiKtiiu-n picture, or
« ontrast. to Cleve. the unhappy poet
*ho is driven astray from hi* ideals.
' "Cor-re holds f*at tw his ideal, al-
lougn he would never hare dreamed

.<f putting it that way to himself,
lid h«- is, after all. a more enduring

*trund lu our U»dy pontic than the
ooikonou.H Ltelmar. whose features)
. re "uf tuat noUe Itabylonish cast I
uniltar on Broadway." So iOUK as

Vineries produces iu l'arveys we J
need not quite despair of a .whole- 1
>om# future.

deve'.s »arecr. In brief. may be
ummeu up as a very slow. gainful!
MMceaa of finding Litn>cii. a not ver>
t«eil ated attempt to follow the
. toblest ideals. rrowned at la.st by
wliat M» to t«c an artistic success.
.ut turn* itself into failure. and
ti»ully a U.pse into sheer prostitution!
f kia genius to mai.e a Lving and.
i» take care of bis unfortunately
<.hu*en wife, lie begins by Etching |tiiat a agon to a Wtjr star an.'i ends
bjr writing salacious plays for a

4 lever Jew manager who "gives the
tXiMtc wl»at it aitnts.** The story
..aves hini, afiei his wife'* death, at

ibe moment of the great financial
HUctese of his aecoou debas-eil play,
when be l a? also just Leeu reminded
oI bu> boyhood:
"Clave stood giving, seeing noth¬

ing. Ah. that boy! What liad become
of him. with Mb innocent courage, his
high bt iUf. bis proud, clean heart?
With a haud thrust deep Into one

pocket h<* touched the crrpev surface
..f a bill, the outermost one of a

roll.a symbolically soiled bill, worn

with handling. Some one discreetly
jogged hi* arm. . . . Wake up!
/ou're wai ted!" Cl< vc mat out be*
fore thr> curtain."
The 1«*<k road to this successful

More is ft-yt^ved in the book with
a weaiiu of and among

targe company oi fekow travelers,
t Is a steady progress. a lull record;
rom bis father's deaiii. which inter-
ered with the completion of his ed-
cation; his work in the "Sunshine
likMT," his brief life as a sold'or,
rhich did not get hlra beyond the
raining camps; his next phase as a

angeron in New York's literary
Bohemia," his scrviee as a bartea-
er in a transmogrified saloon where
e serves as a soda counter clerk, his
scape as steward on a Bermuda
ner, followed by a period as general;
andy man in a Bermuda hotel, and
lis discovery there by an "arrived"
terary expert, a successful novelist
rho filially guides him hack to New
'ork and real succf**. It is a richly
roves tapestry of narrative and
haracter development. . |
While he is stili pottering about

he Bermuda hotel ho falls deeply
n love with an extraordinary lady.
divorcee and real widow, who Ls

lealtliy, highly placed socially and
nuch older than Geve. Che is not
eautiful. but has an uncanny charm,
n irresistible fascination. Edith is
genuine "creation"; one must look

ar to Cnd a paraliei in recent tic
ion. She calls for some believing on
he part of the reader, but she is
eal; In no way a caricature. 8ke
s moved by the handsome young;
,'levr, and there is a strange love,
eenc between them, but she will
ave none of Lim. She does operate
0 arouse his ambition by her scorn

>f his feeble pottering about "II
loved a man." she snap* at him.

he might scrub gutters- -hot he'd
mve to be a man. Co l>c somebody
.nd do something:"
But before Clere can act upon

hat prescription he becomes help-
t-sfily entangled with tl«e lovely, ap-
teaiing, delicate young Sophy Tar*
rey, who is passionately in love with
dm. lie does not love her. but feels
hat he must marry her. lie is fond
>f her. and her brother George. the
ook who worked with Clcve years
.efore in the "Sunshine Bakery,**
s his best friend. Edith has cast
dm off -so he marries poor Sophy.
It seems to be necessary for the

routliful geuius to marry the
.rong woman. In fact, he usually
lues so; fiction here is but copying
1 common brute fact of life. In this
rase the usual unhappy results fol-
ow, without anything spectacular
ibout th.*m, and Mrs. Watts gives us
i poignantly moving picture of the
inhappy young wife, the misery of
the misplaced woman, who has a
lim consciousness that she is mis¬
placed. but is helpless.
Clev<\ too, is helpless, and fl ally

falN a victim to the blandishments
rf the Hebraic manager, vyho insists
upon altering his play by cheapen¬
ing:. vulgarizing it and bringing it
Jown to what he judges to be the
popular level. This section of tlie
book of course is the spot where
Mrs. Watts turns the whole broad¬
side of her heavy artillery on the
degeneracy of the modem stage.
Each shot la well aimed; there are
no mioses, but. unfortunately, one
feels that the target will, none the
less, remain quit© unaware of it.
In the words of the great man for
shorn Clevs was named, "it is a

condition ami not a theory that con¬

fronts us."
However. Air-. in n..vf

added something of weight to the
wide protest already m:i*lc. SUr has
at leust furnished nrw ammunition
<or future assailants of the Ftage
Citadels, but. as the book its*cTf im¬
plies. it is probably a matter of sk>w
popular education if rc art- estr tt»
have Utter thin*??.

Mrs. Watts ha* done one very un-
rsua! thing in this book. She luu
managed to present not merely a

literary Ri<iius ;i« hero but al.*o an¬
other genuinely a live literary char¬
acter. Generally the prodigy or even
the ordinary man of letters, or

woman writer, in fiction is a queer
creature. neither fi*h, flesh nor

fowl; iwognisabie as genius or au¬
thor merely l*catise he wears the
proper label. Hut Mr*. Watts inaLcs
Cleve awl Mr. Cook, the novelist,
living human beings as well as writ¬
ers. ami trie is also willing entirely
to believe that Cleve is a true genius.
It if a .try subtle pitcc of work in
that respect especially. There is
nothing OuTrc or unduly eccentric
at*>tit either character; no exaggera¬
tion or alwurthty such as often croj*
up in the 1 tndiing of such people
even in the work of pretty good
craftsmen.

ThiF success is doubtless but a
part of Mrs. Watts's deepest and
in».st Important qualification r.s n

cntic of life Vr onMrp ranity and

normal^, of visK.n. Lpr fc,
souutf judgment anU fliirn ,
praisal. That she often adds UrS-1

t,f "«Mur. Incidental Hashes

all a^° th't 8ttady f,anK" is» fftcr
Mi. A minor tlxiiig. Others arc capa-

c'f f,rt-*orks. but fow of our Uv. )
-. <P the breadth

E s:utt of «*

Sid ? ^ .and *lvee ,i;i n°t a
' selec ts spot Of It. but a large

7 ; ^".-lar*e enough to Z
dude i^ost things that w*]lr n^,.

^

. H. I* PANCBORX.

rirr i;ki> housk mystkht r»
A. A. Milne. K. p. l>utt0IJ 4Co

H- wrings eternal in the
human breast. Krery true
re*fU r *«. on fix® Uk>H to

book doping that one <lar hc ^
comr acres* the perfect detective
*ory. Now and then he fo*s he has
--and the reader who takes up A V

MH;r . HoQ9e Mystery" j
Wm know **»* he ha*. !|.e it te!
I>ad it and be mystified. ^ UlrHle^
« puzzled. be sure you hare the'
right answer. a*d then not so sure

and then sure that it is another an-

swer. and then again jn doubt. And
at the end be everlastingly surprised
and thoroughly content. For the
end is all it should t*-. and it is there
*h»-re tlie imperfect detectire tale
*> ortcn slips .p ond disappoints the
noprful reader.

In spin of being a murder story
U to also a charming story. and it to
t«'ld with the most deliKhtfu! art
with a tvihn grace and ease. as'
though, after all. it wasn't much-

si' f'LJ1 ls Uie Perfect detectire

ktad cf T1'10 ln " are the
kind of. people you like and feel at
u>me with and want to know lots
more about and spend week en,is with
and all Take Bill. Could there be a

Jollier young fellow than Bin? Or
Anthony, for that matter, the ama¬
teur detecuve himself. Ore nply
has to know more of Anthony to
trust that Mr. Milne isn't goin* to

jea\e us without much more of \n-
Wh#t * m«« h« is.

««h his fun-loving spirit and his
«erk>us side, and that fantastic past

odd tas^Tl ,US ?trmn** rncn,°rj and
wtt. inspiring mind. A rare compan-

<T- A"»«Mtnjr. Ana
tainly maicf. a combination
W . «iao into the story, as it were

»>> ray of the bark door. That is we'
meet the p^ty lloUscniaid £
housekeepe r of lied House first, on

a I e.Tsant summer afternoon. The
ws trimming n hat. and the two
"®«*« In mi. Ulk_.h£h b

InlorrupiM by rln,. St,mr

pother from Australia due for a"2it
wrrT an absence of fifteen yi nns? Hc
wrote what turns out to be rather a

ini» » i
commf «'t«l on that morn¬

ing at breakfast And as Mr,' Ste-

vc-us so truly puts: it, no one poos to
Australia, tnuch loss stays there,
without, us you might say, well, 1
daresay he lias hie reason?. . .

And a respectably brought up girl
doesn't ask what reasons.
To be sure, when Audrey, the moid,

opens the door to the visitor lie looks
like the kind of man who would
have had his reasons, and pretty sin-1
Istcr ones, too, for going anywhere,
Audrey can tell that In a glance. And
he's rudo to her, especially rude re¬

garding her master, his brother,
Mark. She shows him into the oflk«,
as they call the room where Mark
doee what work he ever does, which
is make-believe enough. since he is
wealthy and idle and only thinks
that he can write, and since the man¬
agement of his estate Is po well done
for him by his friend and secretary,
Cayley, that he has no worries on

that score.
And five minutes after brother

Iiobert is shown into the oflioe there
is tlio report of a pistol. Mrs. Ste¬
vens, the housekeeper, hears it, and
the two maids with her at the mo¬

ment. and are frightened. And one

or two other people hear it. Cayley,
for ouc. who rushes to the door of
the office, only to find it locked. He
thumps upon it and calls to be let in.

It is just at that moment that
Anthony, who Is a stranger to every¬
one in the Red IIouso except, of
course, Bill, who happens to be one

of the week end party staying there;
It is just then that Anthony saunters
up. to 1 ;rry his steps at the t^ounti
of the calling and the pounding and
to enter immediately into the very
thick of events.
For of course there is a body be¬

hind the locked door.
Tliat is how it all begins. Step by

step we follow the course of An¬
thony's findings, and there is more
than one moment in the narrative
that makes the breath come faster
than usual, more than oue>e when
you feel like muttering, "Hurry,
hurry!" Yer. it sweeps right along,
and it doesn't sag for a moment- And
always there is the charm of the
easy, whimsical style, the delicious
bits of wit, the sharply drawn pic¬
tures tiiat make you feel so perfectly
at home in tlie lied House. And
Anthony is not the sort of detective
who annoys you by making discov¬
eries and simply humming and haw¬
ing about them, leaving you in the
dark. No. what he thinks be tells
ami what he finds he points out. fer-
l«ips that is l>ecjyjse he never was a

detective before. It is his maiden
murder hunt. But. as he says afthe
end of the matter to his friend ltill,
wiio is off for another country house
I«arty. where there is to be quite a

number e.f guests, "Well, If any of
them should happe n to get murdered
you might send.for me. I'm just
getting into the swing of it."

It is a horrid thing to hope for a
murder, bat you can't help just wish-
ins? that there might be some one,
some one very undesirable anyhow,
who would get murdered at Bill's
next party. Tor then we shouid hear

all about it nod enjoy ourselves once
more with Hill and Anthony.

It is wonderful to think what Mr.
Milne has been doing for the last
years t«for« the Tlientcr Guild
showed us the first of him in "Mr.
Pim Passes By,** that success of last
season. He writes as one who has
written all his life, and that life a

long one. Of course, he has written.
Written for the English weeklies,
been assistant editor of Pack.before
the war. llut here is his Grst booh.
Allowing liis fii>t plays, each of
which is a shining success. Upon
what meat doth this our Caesar feed?
Would that the many beginners ii,
writing could find it, and that othrr
first books and flrsn playp . . .

However, let mc repeat that here h<
"The Red House Mystery** is the per¬
fect detective story. So what does it
matter what the rest are or what
their writers arc doing? Fortunately,
Mr. Milne is young, is at the begin
ning. and we are going to hear a

great deal from him on $nd off the
stage.

I£ILPEGARDE HAWTHORNE

wnrra ant> clack. By 11 a
Shantls. Harcourt Brace A Co.

THE definite emergence of the
negro problem as it exists In
tlio South as subject matte?

for well considered fiction is a de

ve!oi>mcnt of Importance both tc-

American literature, as literature,
and to the welfare of the nation a«

a whole. Such novels as this l»y Mt.

Shands, and "Birth-right," by T. £.

Stribling (reviewed last week), can

not fail to stimulate discussion and
may have no slight effect upon the
current of thought that must
eventually, lead to some sort of cor

reetive. or at least palliative, action
Neither book has any solution to
offer thero is no solution as yet
anywhere In sight.but it is some¬

thing worth while to haw the prob
lems clearly and forcefully stated
And the i>ossibly reformative
power of fiction is not to be under¬
estimated: Dickens is i:ot the only
novelist who has brought about
salutary legislation and created a

*saner anil sounder body of pablii
opinion.

Literature is a gainer by the
frank Introduction of subject mat
ter that lias hitherto been ignored
or if touched at all treated eilhet
tlippantly or as a side issue. We
have heard a great deal of ratho<
silly talk about the "great American
novel" some day to be written (as
it Mark Twain had not already pro
duced a "great American novel"), a

novel that must be wholly Amer¬
ican in manner and matter and In
no way imitative. There is r» good
ileul of nonsense iu that idea, but
also a modicum of truth. Here are
two noteworthy novels that are at
least emphatically and entirely
American; and while neither can bn

Continued on rollvdnp Papc.

No woman has ever wielded creator influence over those in her care .influence
for a superb womanhood -than the author of Spirited Paztrk. A New York father
was so impressed with the worth of Spiritual Pastils and with the grace* and endow¬
ments of its author that he sent his daughter to the College where J. S>. E. guides.
With such a guide, such an exemplar, he is happy in the assurance that the one lie loves
will surely lie something more than an educated snob in th'« socially shallow age.

SPIRITUAL PASTELS
By J. S. E.

woman
Christ
in the world and capitalized by them and others as a means to an end.

.fust the book for daily reading particularly ideal for Lenten reading. If your
prayer book is mislaid take "Spiritual Pastels" to ehurch instead. If you don't go to
church if you are agnostic, even atheistic, "Spiritual Pastels" won't argue or quar¬rel with you. but it will.positively will inspire and comfort you. If you are inchned
to nicer at "the kind of religious stuff the servants buy," read "Spiritual Pastcfe" and
then you will commend it to your domestics -and to yourself.

"Spiritual Paatels" is as foreign to kitchen theology and drawing-
room cant as Heaven is to the Rogues' Gallery.

Fifth Edition Ready April 3//

lleautifully illustrated. Price $1.30 Net, SI.60 Postpaid.
Edition after edition of this really inspiring worl has been sold. "Spiritual Pastels"

aill be sent to any reader of The New York Herald, a*d your money proi/ipUy refunded if
e« en slightly disappointed. At Bookstores orin n e
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